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Whorehopping 


Author's Notes: 
A little disjointed piece about friendship, fucking, and Urban Outfitters. 


It started, as most things do, with an off-the-cuff remark from Jesse. 

"You always make yourself look so dig, Joshua.” 

Josh had raised an eyebrow, arching it as he replied in the manner of offering to prove just how big he was. 
Laughter had rippled around the table, with everyone present eventually returning to their meals. No more had 


been said on the matter, it was the way things had come to work out. Jesse's innuendo-laden comments were 


to be taken with a grain of salt. 


eR 


Josh, for one, never liked to let Jesse get away with such a comment. 


eR 


Even with his face buried in the sheets at the foot of the bed, Jesse found the air to growl and moan. He 
pushed back, twisting his fingers in the crisp, white linen, his knees spread and his toes curling. Josh's huge, 
thick forearm curled around his waist and helped him to stay upright, holding him back, hips flush against hips. 
"Joshua." he gasped, laughing as a coil of intense, tightly winding pleasure darted from the base of his spine to 
midway up his back. "There..fuck! There." 


eR 


"What the hell are these things?" 
Josh leaned up, plucking a pair of jeans from the headboard and frowning at them. 
"They look like kids pants. Jesse, you sick fuck." 


Jesse laughed, reaching out with one leg and kicking the pants to the ground, rolling over and sprawling across 


Josh's broad, slightly pasty chest, flicking one ripple with surprisingly rough fingers. 


"I got them at Urban Outfitters. In the ladies section Can you believe it?" 


eR 


Jesse would never get used to the ferocity with with Josh entered a room. His room in LA, his room in 
Carolina, any hotel room along the road, it was always the same. A huge, red-crowned silhouette taking up the 
entire doorframe, leaning on one lifted arm, cigarette in his mouth. The eyes said it all, and Jesse offered 
nothing less. 


"Joshua," he purred, crossing the room and hooking his fingers in Josh's belt loops, pulling himself forward 


against the immovable Josh-wall. "Did you lock yourself out of your room again?" 


The games always ended before they'd begin. Josh's hand in his hair, around his throat, against his chest or on 
his ass. Always driving forward, fingers curling, door slamming and knees buckling. Jesse had a saying.give a 
man a warm, wet mouth at the start, and he'll give you a sore, satisfied ass at the end. 


Josh never disappointed. 


eR 


"One day, I'll get sick of you using me," Josh drawled, lazily exhaling smoke from his nostrils. He coughed, once, 
but it was enough for Jesse to take the cigarette and slap the palm of his hand against Josh's bare chest. 


"| don't use you, Joshua. This is a mutually beneficial relationship. You give me what /what. | give you what you 
want, and we both get what we need." 


"And just what is it that we need?" 


Jesse smiled, taking a drag from the cigarette and relishing the hint of a familiar taste staining the filter, 
casually flicking the embers against Josh's pale chest. Josh hissed, and Jesse's eyes grew dark with delight. 


If | have to tell you, Joshua, l'm not sure you deserve it" 


eR 


Jesse had always found it quite sweet, the things Josh would talk about during sex. The words that came from 
his mouth, unfiltered and without the usual sarcasm, as he pressed his hand to the back of Jesse's neck and 
fucked him until neither man could walk. 


Mine, mine mine seemed to be tonight's mantra Jesse wasn't complaining. It made his dick twitch to hear the 
words come so freely, so unaware. Surely, Josh knew that he was the one in the relationship who could be 


considered ‘owned’, that Jesse's grip on him was unyielding. 

Josh twitched, jerking forward, his slow, deep thrusts growing erratic, impatient. Jesse leaned forward and bore 
backwards, arching his slim back and cocking his hips up, taking as much of Josh as his little body could handle. 
This was his favorite part, the moment when his grip on Josh was absolute. It was the mark of a good dog, 


that knew his command from just one word. Jesse licked his lips. 


"Ohh..daddy.. 


eR 


Arching on the bed, cracking his back and groaning the groan of a man in his prime, Josh folded his hands 
behind his head. He glanced down at Jesse, smiled, and tilted his head back towards the ceiling. 


"You know what | like about you, Boots?" he said, pausing for a moment to hum something new, something raw. 


Jesse lifted his head from just below Josh's shoulder, wrinkling his nose. 
"No. What's that?" 
"You always make me feel so..big.” 


Jesse laughed, slapping his hand against Josh's hip before pulling the sheet up around the two of them. He 
closed his eyes, fingers curling of their own accord around Josh's wrist. 


"That's sweet, Joshua" 


eR 


